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FAREWELL 

The  end  of  the  school  year  being 
at  hand,  it  comes  time  for  us  to 
write  our  farewell  editorial.  This 
time  we  aren’t  merely  bidding 
good-bye  to  the  seniors  but  to  our 
school.  Finally  the  dreams  of  many 
have  been  realized  and,  next  Sep¬ 
tember,  the  student  body  will 
enter  the  new  North  Andover 
High  School. 

As  seniors,  we  shall  carry  away 
many  unforgettable  memories  of 
our  Alma  Mater.  The  future  stu¬ 
dents  of  N.  A.  H.  S.  will  probably 
never  be  able  to  say  that  they 
had  a  math  class  in  a  room  where 
the  temperature  was  only  fifty 
degrees,  nor  will  they  ever  be  able 
to  hang  mistletoe  over  the  door 
of  Room  8  at  Christmas  time. 
These  are  just  a  couple  of  the 
many  “humorous”  episodes  that 
will  endear  Johnson  to  our  hearts 
forever. 

In  closing,  we  want  to  wish  the 
best  of  luck  to  all  the  seniors  in 
their  future  careers  and  may  you, 
the  underclassmen,  always  be  as 
proud  of  your  new  high  school  as 
we  have  been  of  Johnson. 

The  Editors. 


“STOP,  LOOK,  LISTEN!" 

We  can  well  take  this  familiar 
saying — “Stop,  Look,  Listen” — 
with  us  every  where  we  go.  It 
would  be  a  good  thing  for  all  of 
us  to  stop  in  our  mad  rush  to  beat 
the  other  fellow.  We  would  enjoy 
life  more  if  we  stopped  wearing 
ourselves  out  by  trying  to  com¬ 
pete  continually  with  the  time¬ 
table. 

Then  there  is  the  word  “Look.” 
We  all  know  the  old  saying — 
“Look  before  you  leap.”  Before 
making  many  a  decision,  we  could 
gain  a  great  deal  by  looking  at  the 
facts  in  the  case  and  weighing 
them  carefully.  How  much  we 
might  learn  that  we  do  not  know 
now,  if  we  would  but  use  our  eyes. 
We  should  keep  looking  for  new 
discoveries  no  matter  where  we 
may  be. 

Perhaps  the  last  word  in  our 
well-known  quotation,  “Listen,” 
is  the  most  important.  Often  the 
listener,  in  a  group  or  crowd,  is 
the  most  interesting  person  of  all. 
You  can  almost  guess  what  he  is 
thinking  from  his  quiet  attitude 
and  his  intelligent  expression.  If 
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you  can  make  his  acquaintance, 
you  will  often  discover  a  person 
well  worth  knowing. 

Try  thinking  of  these  words  the 


next  time  you  are  inclined  to  rush. 
You  may  be  surprised  at  what  you 
can  discover  and  learn. 

Joan  Boyle,  ’55 


LITERARY 


A  SUMMER  NIGHT 

I  lay  on  my  back  in  the  deep 
grass  just  outside  the  meadow 
fence  and  lazily  thought  of  nothing 
in  particular.  There  was  a  sweet, 
indescribable  odor  to  the  fresh, 
clear  air,  such  as  you  would  find 
only  on  a  warm  June  evening  in 
the  country. 

Suddenly  the  sun  dipped  behind 
the  hill,  and  I  sat  up  to  watch  the 
sunset  which  was  most  beautiful. 
Each  and  every  tree,  rock,  and 
bush  on  the  horizon  was  now  out¬ 
lined  in  intricate,  delicate  silhou¬ 
ette  against  the  rose  and  golden 
glow  of  the  sky.  The  bottoms  of 
the  soft  little  summer  clouds  were 
tinted  a  dainty  rose,  but  the  tops 
stayed  as  white  against  the  sky 
as  snowflakes  against  a  green  of 
fresh  spring  grass. 

A  moment  before,  the  sun  had 
thrown  a  path  of  pure  shining  gold 
across  the  rippling  surface  of  the 
river,  and  now  each  single  ripple 
reflected  beautiful  tiny  glowing 
lights  from  the  golden  rose  of  the 
glorious  sunset.  All  the  evening 
noises  suddenly  became  silent,  and 
for  a  moment  the  world  lay  hushed 
and  silent  as  if  awed  by  the  splen¬ 
dor  and  beauty  of  the  summer 
sunset. 

For  a  minute  I  closed  my  eyes, 
and,  when  I  opened  them  again, 
the  golden  light  had  faded  from 
the  western  sky.  Now  it  was  a 
very  pale,  delicate  blue,  and  the 
rest  of  the  sky  was  a  deep,  dark 
blue.  The  distant  moon  gleamed 
out  of  the  darkness  with  a  dull 


mysterious  light.  One,  two,  a  hun¬ 
dred,  a  million  little  stars  blinked 
down  out  of  the  blue-black  sky 
like  many  tiny  diamonds  scat¬ 
tered  on  black  velvet. 

The  nightly  concert  of  the  crick¬ 
ets  first  rose,  fell,  and  then  vi¬ 
brated  on  the  still,  warm  air.  All 
was  quiet  except  for  the  crickets, 
for  all  other  living  things  were 
asleep.  The  stars  winked  down  at 
the  quiet  world  below.  A  soft 
breeze  sighed  restlessly  through 
the  willows  again,  and  then  it  was 
still  as  if  it  too  were  weary.  Yes, 
now  it  was  night. 

Carol  Weigel,  ’56 


THE  BRIEFCASE 

“Congratulations  and  good 
luck!” 

Yes,  those  were  the  fateful 
words  spoken  to  me  by  the  prin¬ 
cipal  on  graduation  day,  and  with 
them,  plus  a  sheet  of  paper  verify¬ 
ing  the  fact  that  I  had  successfully 
passed  four  years  of  secondary 
schooling,  I  went  out  into  the 
world  to  seek  my  fate. 

The  next  day  school  was  all 
forgotten  as  I  started  out  on  the 
tedious  task  of  getting  a  job,  but 
all  my  efforts  were  in  vain.  This 
went  on  for  a  month  and  I,  as  well 
as  my  family,  was  getting  impa¬ 
tient  and  just  about  to  give  up 
hope  when  I  noticed  the  want-ad 
in  very  fine  print: 

“Boy  of  about  eighteen  with 
high  school  diploma  wanted  to 
take  trip  to  Florida.  All  expenses 
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paid,  plus  good  salary.  Call  at  340 
E.  Winding  St.  after  7:00  P.M.” 

Naturally,  my  curiosity  was 
aroused  and,  with  the  paper  under 
my  arm  I  was  off,  determined  to 
get  the  job.  I  must  admit  I  was 
disappointed  to  find  that  the  ad¬ 
dress  in  the  paper  led  me  to  a 
dilapidated  shack  and  I  was  on 
the  verge  of  turning  back,  but  the 
thought  of  facing  my  family  with 
no  news  of  a  job  was  the  deciding 
factor  in  my  going  through  with  it. 

After  knocking  on  the  door  for 
a  few  minutes  to  no  avail,  I  was 
about  to  leave  when  it  was  opened 
by  an  old  man  hunched  with  age. 
He  led  me  into  a  dark  entry  and 
down  some  steps  into  what  I  sup¬ 
posed  was  a  cellar;  then  he  lit  a 
candle.  His  face  bore  the  scars  of 
battles  of  success  and  defeat,  and 
he  spoke  with  an  educated  tongue. 
He  was  brief  and  to  the  point.  He 
told  me  that  I  was  to  take  a  brief¬ 
case  to  a  Hotel  des  Anges  in 
Miami,  to  Room  111,  where  I 
would  turn  over  the  briefcase  to 
the  tenant  of  said  room.  He  further 
cautioned  me  not  to  question  any¬ 
one  about  the  contents  of  the  case 
or  try  to  open  it,  for  it  would  prove 
dangerous. 

My  pay  would  be  five  hundred 
dollars  and  all  my  expenses  would 
be  paid.  Under  these  terms  I  would 
be  a  fool  to  refuse,  so  he  handed  me 
an  envelope  with  two  hundred 
and  fifty  dollars  and  my  train 
ticket  and  told  me  I  would  receive 
the  other  two  hundred  and  fifty 
dollars  upon  delivery  of  the  brief¬ 
case. 

The  next  day,  after  briefing  my 
family  about  my  job,  I  got  on  the 
train  to  Florida. 

I  must  admit  my  curiosity  was 
aroused  and  I  was  tempted  to 
open  the  case,  but  I  had  given  my 
word,  and,  anyway,  for  five  hun¬ 
dred  dollars  it  was  worth  not 
knowing  its  contents.  Perhaps  Pd 
find  out  about  it  in  Florida. 

I  couldn’t  enjoy  the  trip  for 


my  mind  was  on  the  case.  Maybe 
it  contained  money  from  a  recent 
bank  holdup,  or  atomic  secrets; 
perhaps  it  contained  espionage 
plans  of  the  Communist  party. 
“I  don’t  care,  I’m  going  to  open 
it,”  I  thought,  but  just  before  I 
did  I  had  a  strange  feeling  that 
someone  was  staring  at  me.  I 
turned  around  and  there  was  a 
shady  character  with  beady  eyes 
watching  me.  He  appeared  to  be 
watching  my  every  move. 

What  am  I  going  to  do  if  I’m 
caught  with  this,  whatever  it  is? 
I’ll  probably  be  taken  to  prison  or 
shot  or  something! 

The  remainder  of  the  trip  was 
long  and  tedious  and  everyone 
seemed  to  notice  the  case. 

Finally,  I  arrived  in  Miami  and 
took  a  cab  to  the  Hotel  des  Anges, 
wondering  if  that  character  had 
followed  me,  but  he  was  nowhere 
in  sight.  I  must  have  imagined 
his  interest  in  me. 

When  I  got  to  the  hotel  I  found 
it  to  be  dirty  as  well  as  dilapidated. 
I  went  up  to  Room  111.  “The 
sooner  this  is  over  with  the  bet¬ 
ter,”  I  thought  as  I  knocked. 
When  the  door  opened  my  heart 
sank,  for  it  was  opened  by  the 
same  man  who  had  followed  me 
from  home  and  was  seated  behind 
me  on  the  train.  I  took  one  step 
in  and  everything  went  black. 

When  I  awoke  I  was  in  front  of 
the  hotel.  Two  hundred  and  fifty 
dollars  and  a  ticket  home  were  in 
my  pocket.  I  went  into  the  hotel 
again  and  ran  up  to  the  room  but 
it  was  empty.  The  desk  clerk  told 
me  it  hadn’t  been  rented  in 
months. 

I  went  to  the  station  and  took 
the  train  home,  very  much  bewil¬ 
dered  by  this  confusing  chain  of 
events.  Why  would  the  clerk  lie 
to  me  about  the  room?  When  I 
arrived  in  my  home  town  I  went 
to  the  old  shack  and  found  it 
empty  with  a  big  “for  sale”  sign 
on  it.  The  next  day  I  went  to  the 
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real  estate  office  and  inquired 
about  the  shack’s  recent  owner 
and  was  told  that  it  hadn’t  been 
occupied  for  three  years. 

To  this  day  I’m  still  in  the  dark 
as  to  why  I  had  to  deliver  the 
briefcase  to  Florida  and  what  was 
in  it.  In  fact,  if  it  weren’t  for  the 
two  train  ticket  stubs  and  the  five 
hundred  dollars  I’d  probably  think 
I  were  crazy! 

Robert  Kellan,  ’55 


MICHELANGELO 

One  day  last  summer,  while 
leisurely  strolling  through  the  Gar¬ 
diner  Museum  in  Boston,  I  began 
to  have  strange  hallucinations.  I 
saw  a  figure  form  out  of  thin  air, 
right  before  my  very  eyes.  Of 
course  I  was  astounded,  but  re¬ 
gained  my  poise  enough  to  demand 
what  right  he  had  to  enter  this 
famous  institution  in  this  manner 
and  without  making  use  of  the 
regular  facilities  for  entrance 
which  all  buildings  offer.  He  didn’t 
seem  to  appreciate  my  humor  but, 
in  a  very  natural  tone  of  voice, 
and  acting  as  if  there  was  nothing 
unusual  about  his  mode  of  en¬ 
trance,  announced  that  he  was  the 
ghost  of  Michelangelo  Buonarroti. 
This  is  his  story  as  he  told  it  to  me. 

“I,  Michelangelo  Buonarroti, 
was  born  into  an  ancient  family  of 
Counts  of  Canosio,  in  the  town  of 
Caprese,  Tuscany,  in  the  year 
1475.  I  was  known  the  world  over 
as  a  great  sculptor,  painter,  archi¬ 
tect  and  poet.  I  considered  poetry 
and  lecturing  merely  as  pastimes, 
but  some  say  that  I  showed  a 
spirit  of  genius  in  these  less  devel¬ 
oped  arts  of  mine  also.  I  studied 
drawing  under  Domenico  Ghir- 
landario,  and  sculpture  under  Ber- 
toldo. 

“One  day  Lorenzo  de  Medici, 
a  brilliant  member  of  an  outstand¬ 
ing  Italian  family,  noticed  my 
works  of  art  and  kept  me  in  his 
household  while  I  worked  on  some 


of  my  masterpieces.  In  later  years  ' 
I  was  commissioned,  along  with 
Leonardi  da  Vinci,  to  decorate  the 
senate  hall  at  Florence.  Before  I 
finished,  though,  I  was  induced 
by  Pope  Julius  II  to  settle  in 
Rome,  which  I  did. 

“I  painted  numerous  frescoes, 
sculptured  monuments  and  stat¬ 
ues,  and  also  painted  the  dome  of 
the  Sistine  Chapel  before  I  died 
in  1563.  I  liked  simplicity  and  ele¬ 
gance  in  my  ornamental  work  and 
grandeur  and  boldness  in  my 
sculpturing.  I  liked  imagination, 
but  in  moderation,  mind  you. 

“A  few  minutes  ago  I  happened 
to  be  floating  around  the  gallery 
and  noticed  some  of  my  brilliant 
works.  Don’t  smirk  like  that, 
young  lady!  Have  you  ever  seen 
Picasso’s  or  Van  Gogh’s  works, 
not  to  mention  Degas’,  Gauguin’s 
and  Roualt’s.  They’re  absolutely 
atrocious!  Why  if  Rembrandt’s 
ghost  ever  laid  eyes  on  them  he’d 
shiver  in  his  sheet.  You  haven’t 
seen  real  art  till  you’ve  seen  the 
works  of  Gioto,  da  Vinci,  Rem¬ 
brandt  and,  of  course,  Michelan¬ 
gelo.” 

With  this  classic  statement  he 
melted  into  the  air,  and  I  never 
saw  him  again.  I  wouldn’t  be  sur¬ 
prised  if  he’s  still  mourning  over 
the  great  loss  the  world  had  to 
endure  when  Michelangelo  died. 

Louise  Mooradkanian,  ’57 

AN  ERRAND  BY  ALLEN 

“Allen,  the  boss  wants  to  see 
you.” 

“Okay,  Mac,  thanks,”  I  said. 

“Boss,  you  wanted  to  see  me?” 

“Yes,  Allen.  How  would  you 
like  to  do  an  errand  for  me?” 

“Of  course.  Where?” 

“You  are  to  deliver  this  pack¬ 
age  to  Dr.  Erwin  Frankenstein. 
Allen,  I  appreciate  this.  Nobody 
else  wants  to  take  it.  They  think 
his  house  is  haunted.” 

Later,  on  my  way,  I  said  to 
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myself,  “Boy,  this  is  a  long  ride. 
I’m  getting  hungry.  Well,  there 
it  is  finally.  Gee  it  is  a  spooky 
looking  place,  especially  with  this 
storm  coming  up.  I’ll  park  here.” 

“Huh!  That’s  funny.  No  one 
answers  and  the  door  is  wide  open; 
I’ll  go  in.” 

“Hello,  anybody  home?”  I 
called.  “Boy,  what  a  big  place,” 
I  thought. 

“Looking  for  someone?” 

“Yipe,  you  scared  me,”  I  ex¬ 
claimed. 

“I  am  sorry.  Let  me  introduce 
myself.  I  am  Dr.  Frankenstein. 
Please  bring  the  package  to  my 
laboratory.  Won’t  you  stay 
awhile?” 

“I  always  was  interested  in  sci¬ 
ence,”  I  said,  “so  I  suppose  I  can 
stay.” 

“Fine.  I  am  about  to  perform  a 
great  experiment,”  the  doctor 
said. 

“Hey,  doc,  who’s  that?”  I 
asked. 

“That  is  my  experiment.  Today 
I  am  going  to  summon  all  the 
cosmic  power  in  this  electrical 
storm  and  transpose  it  into  this 
body  I  have  made  from  hundreds 
of  other  people  who  have  long 
since  been  dead.  That  is  what  you 
see  there.  Now  stand  back.” 

When  the  doctor  threw  a  switch 
the  whole  room  lit  up.  There  were 
electrical  spirits  flying  through  the 
air  and  glowing  sparks  erupting 
from  the  steel  bar  in  the  neck  of 
the  thing  on  the  table.  He  shut  off 
the  current  and  my  eyes  had  to 
get  used  to  the  dim  light  again. 

I  heard  the  doctor  say,  “Fve 
done  it;  I’ve  created  life.” 

I  looked.  The  thing  on  the  table 
was  standing  and  walking  towards 
us.  It  was  a  monster  lumbering 
forward,  walking  nearer  to  the 
doctor. 

I  backed  away  but  the  doctor 
stood  and  waited.  He  held  out  his 
hand  as  if  to  make  friends  with 
this  creature,  but  in  an  instant  of 


horror,  the  monster  ripped  the 
doctor’s  arm  completely  off.  He 
screamed.  In  the  next  moment  his 
head  was  crushed  like  an  egg  by 
one  blow  of  the  monster’s  fist. 

The  monster  started  after  me 
and  I  began  to  run,  screaming 
with  fright.  I  ran  out  the  front 
door  and  into  my  car,  and  sped 
down  the  winding  road.  Suddenly 
I  went  into  a  skid  and  crashed 
into  a  huge  boulder. 

When  I  opened  my  eyes  I  was 
sitting  on  the  floor  of  my  bedroom. 
It  was  then  I  realized  it  had  all 
been  a  dream.  I  glanced  at  the 
clock;  it  was  time  to  go  to  work. 
I  arrived  at  the  office  and  sat  at 
my  desk. 

“Allen,  the  boss  wants  to  see 
you,”  I  heard. 

“Okay,  Mac,  thanks,”  I  an¬ 
swered. 

“Boss,  you  wanted  to  see  me?” 

“Yes,  Allen.  How  would  you 
like  to  do  an  errand  for  me?” 

“Allen!  come  back  here!  I  won¬ 
der  what’s  got  into  that  boy;  all 
I  wanted  him  to  get  me  was  a  box 
of  cigars.” 

Fred  Wilson,  ’54 


THE  LAST  FIGHT 

This  was  going  to  be  his  last 
fight,  the  former  heavyweight 
champion  knew  before  the  first 
round  was  a  minute  old.  His  oppo¬ 
nent  was  young  and  strong.  He 
was  old  and  only  a  shadow  of  the 
famous  champion  who  would  go 
down  in  ring  history  as  one  of  the 
hardest  hitters  and  most  skillful 
boxers  in  the  history  of  boxing. 

He  was  attempting  a  comeback, 
trying  to  do  what  no  one  had  ever 
done  before,  regain  the  heavy¬ 
weight  title  after  giving  it  up.  He 
did  retire  five  years  ago,  the  unde¬ 
feated  champion  of  the  world.  It 
had  only  taken  him  three  years  to 
gain  the  title.  He  had  retired  early, 
before  he  could  become  punch- 
drunk.  His  investment  in  the 
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stock  market  had  paid  off.  He 
had  become  rich  and  able  to  retire 
at  thirty. 

Why,  then,  was  he  again  in  the 
ring?  A  group  of  so-called  friends 
had  paid  him  a  visit  two  years  ago. 
One  was  the  promoter  of  the  fight 
he  was  now  in.  They  had  urged 
him  to  come  back  and  the  ex¬ 
champ  had  listened.  He  loved  the 
roar  of  the  crowd,  their  cheers, 
and  people  looking  up  to  him  and 
calling  him  champ.  Finally  the 
champ  had  consented.  Six  fights 
had  been  arranged  which  the  ex¬ 
champ  had  won  by  knockouts. 
Then  the  big  fight  had  been  ar¬ 
ranged.  If  the  ex-champ  won  this, 
they  had  told  him,  he  could  have 
a  shot  at  the  title.  So  the  champ 
was  in  the  ring. 

In  the  second  and  third  rounds 
the  ex-champ  received  cuts  over 
both  eyes,  The  referee  wanted  to 
stop  the  fight  but  the  pleading  of 
the  ex-champ  stopped  him.  In  the 
fifth  round  he  was  knocked  down. 
From  then  on,  with  the  roar  of  the 
crowd  in  his  ears  and  the  kid’s 
fists  in  his  face,  he  lost  all  track 
of  time. 

The  second  time  he  was  headed 
down,  the  truth  dawned  on  him; 
he  was  a  fool.  His  friends  were 
really  his  enemies.  All  they  wanted 
was  the  money  they  could  make 
off  him  and  tonight  they  would 
make  plenty.  The  house  was  full 
and  he  was  still  very  popular  so 
they  would  make  money  on  the 
money  bet  on  him. 

He  knew  now  he  had  no  chance 
with  the  champion  and  realized 
the  six  previous  fights  had  been 
fixed.  He  became  angry.  He  want¬ 
ed  to  go  to  the  boxing  commis¬ 
sioner,  but  he  had  no  proof. 

The  ex-champ  got  to  his  feet 
slowly  at  the  count  of  eight. 
There  was  only  one  thing  to  do, 
beat  this  kid.  He  tried  valiantly. 
He  dodged,  ducked,  he  called  on 
all  his  old-time  skill.  The  fight 
only  went  two  more  rounds.  The 


cuts  around  the  eyes  of  the  ex¬ 
champ  deepened. 

Finally  he  found  his  opening. 
He  ducked  a  right  to  the  head  and 
dug  his  left  hand  into  the  kid’s 
midsection.  At  the  same  time  his 
right  hand  hit  the  kid  in  the  chest. 
The  kid  staggered  and  doubled 
over.  The  ex-champ  hit  him  with 
a  left,  right,  left  combination,  and 
the  kid  fell  over. 

That  night  the  ex-champ  told 
the  papers  he  was  retiring  for  the 
second  time.  He  had  saved  the 
money  of  the  people  who  bet  on 
him,  but  his  story  caused  an  in¬ 
vestigation  of  boxing.  He  has  now 
even  retired  from  business.  You 
see  he  went  blind  immediately 
after  the  fight,  a  victim  of  his  own 
pride  and  foolishness  and  the  evil 
of  others. 

Robert  Boutilier,  ’55 


IT  ISN’T  FAIR 

He’d  heard  about  it,  but  how 
could  anyone  help  hearing  about 
Bill  Castle’s  party?  After  all,  Bill 
Castle  was  just  “It”  around 
school,  and  if  someone  like  Bill 
Castle  threw  a  party,  you  could 
be  quite  sure  everyone  in  the 
school  would  hear  about  it. 

Not  only  did  they  hear  about 
it,  but  it  was  the  only  thing  they 
talked  about.  Everywhere  you 
went  you’d  hear  snatches  of  con¬ 
versation  about  it. 

Only  about  twenty  people  were 
being  asked,  and  Johnny  hadn’t 
been  one  of  them.  Johnny  sat 
thinking  this  as  he  tried  to  keep 
his  mind  on  his  school  work.  It’s 
tomorrow  night,  Johnny  thought. 
How’ll  I  ever  live  through  it? 

Johnny  was  a  junior;  he  played 
center-forward  on  the  varsity  bas¬ 
ketball  team.  He  also  was  a  won¬ 
derful  dancer.  He  went  around 
with  all  the  good  kids,  the  people 
that  mattered  in  school,  like  Bill 
Castle.  But  still  Johnny  hadn’t 
been  invited.  Last  year  he  had 
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been  voted  “Longest  to  be  remem¬ 
bered”  by  his  class.  He  knew  they 
all  liked  him. 

“Johnny!”  That  woke  him  up 
with  a  start.  “It's  supper-time. 
Dad’s  home.” 

Johnny  washed  and  went  down¬ 
stairs  to  have  supper.  The  family 
gathered  around  the  table.  As  he 
sat  down,  Johnny  almost  cried  out 
loud  in  shame,  “Oh,  why,  why 
must  I  be  Johnny  Jones,  a  Negro, 
and  be  left  out?  Why?”  He  choked 
at  the  thought,  and  his  mother 
gave  him  a  queer  look. 

“It’s  your  turn  to  give  thanks, 
Johnny,”  his  mother  said. 

He  had  a  hard  time  saying  it, 
but  he  did  manage  to  get  through 
it. 

After  supper,  Dad  said,  “Aren’t 
you  going  out?”  and  Johnny  an¬ 
swered,  “No,  I  have  too  much 
studying  to  do,”  and  went  up¬ 
stairs. 

Johnny  had  just  sat  down  when 
the  phone  rang.  It’s  Bill,  he 
thought.  He’s  going  to  ask  me  to 
his  party  after  all.  He  said  aloud, 
“No,  it  isn’t  possible.” 

His  mother  called,  “Johnny,  it’s 
for  you.”  He  walked  slowly  out, 
his  face  red.  He  picked  up  the 
phone  slowly. 

“Hello,”  he  said. 

“Hey,  Johnny,  this  is  Freddie. 
Have  you  done  your  math?  I 
couldn’t  get  number  four.” 

Kay  Himber,  ’54 


A  BATTLE  WITH  HIMSELF 

“Pete — Pete  Drake,”  called  Jer¬ 
ry  to  his  friend,  who  seemed  to  be 
walking  past  the  local  drug  store 
in  a  daze.  Perhaps  the  pretty, 
blond-haired  girl  walking  beside 
him  was  the  cause  of  this  dreamy 
unconsciousness. 

“Pete,”  said  Jerry  again,  as  he 
ran  up  to  him  and  gave  him  a 
friendly  pat  on  the  back  which 
nearly  knocked  him  over. 


“How  ya  been,  Pete?  Haven’t 
seen  ya  in  a  dog’s  age.” 

“Jerry,  heck,  you’re  the  last 
person  I  expected  to  see.”  (And 
secretly,  the  last  person  he  had 
wanted  to  see.  Pete  and  Jerry  had 
always  chummed  around  together 
in  school,  but  somehow,  Pete 
never  completely  trusted  or  felt 
at  ease  with  Jerry.  Jerry  was  a 
year  ahead  of  Pete  in  school  and 
had  been  away  at  college.)  “Home 
on  vacation?  Ya?  Good  to  see 
you.”  (Pete  didn’t  really  mean  it, 
but  he  thought  it  was  the  appro¬ 
priate  thing  to  say.) 

By  this  time,  Jerry  had  noticed 
the  attractive  girl  at  Pete’s  side 
and  seemed  fascinated  by  her.  As 
he  stared  intently  at  her,  he  said 
in  his  smooth,  college  voice,  “You 
must  be  new  in  town.  I  certainly 
never  would  have  missed  a  cute 
chick  like  you.” 

“Oh,  I’m  sorry,  Jerry.  This  is 
Rosemary  Simmons.  She  just 
moved  into  town  last  month.” 

“Hi,  Rosemary.  Say,  why  don’t 
we  all  go  in  the  drugstore  and  have 
a  soda?” 

Rosemary  seemed  to  like  the 
idea,  so  the  three  entered  Susie’s 
Sweete  Shop  and  sat  in  a  corner 
booth. 

It  took  only  a  few  moments  for 
Pete  to  realize  that  his  suspicions 
and  fears  weren’t  far  from  wrong. 
Jerry  had  always  had  a  way  with 
girls.  He  seemed  to  forget  that 
Pete  was  there  and  became  en¬ 
gaged  in  a  private  conversation 
with  Rosemary. 

Apparently,  Rosemary  noticed 
the  dejected  look  on  Pete’s  face, 
for  she  tried  to  bring  Pete  into  the 
conversation.  But  her  efforts  were 
in  vain. 

Pete  was  like  that.  Whenever 
he  was  angry  or  disappointed,  he 
became  very  silent,  as  if  he  were 
fighting  a  battle  within  himself. 
The  only  girl  he’d  ever  really  liked, 
and  now,  before  he’d  even  had  a 
date  with  her,  Jerry  had  taken 
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over.  Time  and  time  again  the 
same  thing  had  happened  when 
they  were  in  school  together.  In 
sports,  studies,  and  everything 
else,  Jerry  always  seemed  to  ob¬ 
tain  just  what  Pete  had  dreamed 
about  for  himself. 

“Well,  I’ve  got  to  hurry/’  Pete 
suddenly  burst  out.  “I’ve  got  to 
be  at  baseball  practice  at  three. 
See  you  later.” 

“But - ,”  stammered  Rose¬ 

mary. 

“Never  mind,  doll.  I’ll  walk  you 
home,”  proposed  Jerry,  as  Pete 
clumsily  stormed  out  of  the  store 
and  dejectedly  caught  up  with 
some  of  the  others  going  to  prac¬ 
tice. 

That  night,  after  supper,  Pete 
tried  hopelessly  to  do  his  home¬ 
work.  But  somehow,  he  just 
couldn’t  keep  his  mind  on  his 
physics  problems.  Jerry  and  Rose¬ 
mary  kept  pursuing  him. 

“I  wonder  if  he’s  visiting  her 
tonight.  Maybe  they  went  for  a 
walk,  or  to  the  library,  or  maybe 
he  isn’t  seeing  her  at  all.” 

It  didn’t  matter  that  Rosemary 
hadn’t  seemed  at  all  interested  in 
Jerry.  Pete  knew  there  was  noth¬ 
ing  he  could  do.  Jerry  would 
always  have  his  way. 

Perhaps  he  could  just  casually 
walk  by  Rosemary’s  house  on  the 
way  to  the  library  or  to  do  an 
errand.  If  he  just  knew  that  she 
was  at  home,  he  wouldn’t  be  so 
tormented. 

As  he  strolled  slowly  by  her 
house,  he  glanced  up  on  the  porch, 
feeling  very  conspicuous  and  hop¬ 
ing  no  one  would  see  him. 

“Oh,  Pete,”  called  Mrs.  Sim¬ 
mons,”  would  you  come  here  for 
a  moment?” 

Pete  was  startled  for  a  minute, 
for  he  had  not  noticed  Mrs.  Sim¬ 
mons  in  the  yard.  Since  the  Sim¬ 
mons  family  had  moved  into  town, 
Pete  had  become  quite  friendly 
with  the  entire  family  and,  next 


to  Rosemary,  Mrs.  Simmons  was 
his  favorite. 

“Pete,  would  you  take  some 
cookies  home  to  your  mother?  I 
promised  I’d  send  some  over  the 
next  time  I  made  them.  She  liked 
them  so  much  at  the  bridge  par¬ 
ty.” 

“Sure,  Mrs.  Simmons,”  con¬ 
sented  Pete.  “Uh - is  Rosemary 

home?” 

“Why,  no,  I  don’t  think  she  is, 
Pete.  But  why  don’t  you  come  in 
and  wait?” 

“I  really  can’t,  Mrs.  Simmons. 
I’d  like  to,  but  I  should  finish  my 
homework.” 

“Oh,  I  understand.  Well,  I’ll 
tell  Rosemary  you  were  here.” 

“Humph,  probably  out  with 
Jerry,”  thought  Pete,  as  he  shoved 
the  gate  open  and  walked  back  to 
his  home. 

That  night  and  the  next  day 
at  school  seemed  to  drag  for  Pete. 
He  kept  hoping  to  see  Rosemary, 
for  he  wanted  to  ask  her  to  the 
school  dance  that  night. 

“Probably  it  would  be  no  use, 
anyway,”  thought  Pete,  as  he 
hurried  home  from  school  that 
afternoon  without  having  seen 
Rosemary  all  day. 

Suddenly,  a  wild  anger  seized 
Pete.  Why  should  he  always  “take 
the  back  seat?”  After  all,  he  had 
seen  Rosemary  first.  For  the  first 
time  in  his  life,  Pete  felt  like  fight¬ 
ing  madly  for  his  dream. 

Just  then,  Fate  stepped  conven¬ 
iently  in  and  planned  that  Jerry 
should  be  walking  toward  Pete. 

“Jerry,”  Pete  said,  as  he  roughly 
grabbed  him  by  the  collar,  “what’s 
the  idea  of  stealing  my  girl?” 

“Your  girl?  Oh,  you  mean  Rose¬ 
mary.  Hah,  that’s  a  joke — stealing 
that  dumb,  skinny  frill?  Why,  she 
was  even  too  stupid  to  accept  my 
invitation  to  the  dance  tonight. 
Imagine,  a  girl  too  dumb  to  realize 
how  lucky  she  is  to  be  asked  by 
me!” 

‘Dumb,  is  she?  Let’s  hope  this 
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will  knock  some  sense  into  you.” 

“Sock!”  sounded  Pete’s  fist,  as 
it  connected  with  Jerry’s  jaw. 

“From  now  on,  don’t  ever  call 
my  girl  stupid!”  warned  Pete,  as 
he  marched  toward  Rosemary’s 
house. 

Jerry  sat  on  the  pavement,  more 
stunned  by  Pete’s  independent 
action  than  by  the  force  of  the 
blow.  “Well,  what  do  you  know? 
I  never  thought  that  little  guy 
had  it  in  him,”  exclaimed  Jerry, 
watching  the  determined  gait  of 
Pete  in  amazement. 

When  Pete  reached  Rosemary’s 
house,  he  was  so  spirited  that  he 
didn’t  even  bother  to  open  the 
gate,  but  jumped  over  it  and  ran 
up  to  the  porch  where  Rosemary 
was  sitting. 

“Well,  hi,  Jack  Rabbit!”  greeted 
Rosemary. 

“Hi!  Say,  Rosemary,  how  about 
going  to  the  dance  with  me  to¬ 
night?”  proposed  Pete. 

“Silly,  I’ve  been  waiting  all 
week  for  you  to  ask  me.  When  you 
left  the  drugstore  the  other  day 
in  such  a  huff,  I  began  to  get 
worried.  What  was  wrong?  Did  I 
say  something  or  do  something 


“Now  you’re  being  silly.  Forget 
it.  It  was  nothing.  Well,  I’ll  see 
you  tonight,  Rosemary.  And, 
Rosemary,  gee,  you’re  swell.” 

At  last  Pete  had  learned  that 
one  has  to  fight  for  the  things  he 
wants  in  this  world.  And  as  they 
danced  cheek  to  cheek  that  night 
under  the  crepe  paper  and  bal¬ 
loons,  Pete  thought,  “Gee,  isn’t 
life  wonderful?” 

Beverlee  Thomson,  ’54 


GRANDPA 

One  afternoon,  as  I  walked  down 
the  usually  thronged  street,  I 
suddenly  smelled  smoke.  I  looked 
around  and  my  eye  rested  on  a 
large  window  from  which  smoke 
was  slowly  seeping.  I  turned  and 


hastened  to  find  an  alarm  box  and 
quickly  reported  the  fire. 

When  I  returned  to  the  scene 
of  my  discovery,  a  crowd  was 
slowly  gathering.  Soon  the  big  red 
truck  swung  around  the  block  and 
pulled  up  in  front  of  the  large 
house.  I  hurriedly  explained  my 
findings  to  the  chief  who  immedi¬ 
ately  set  his  men  to  work  pulling 
up  ladders,  dragging  hoses,  etc. 
They  suddenly  turned  on  the  big 
hose  and  forced  it  in  through  the 
smoky  window. 

By  this  time  a  large  crowd  was 
pushing  closer  and  constantly 
bothering  the  busy  men.  Soon  I 
heard  a  siren  and  three  shiny 
police  cars  stopped.  They  immedi¬ 
ately  set  to  work  clearing  the 
cluttered  area  of  the  curious  on¬ 
lookers.  I  begged  to  be  allowed  to 
stand  by  as  I  had  been  the  discov¬ 
erer  of  the  fire. 

Out  of  nowhere  there  suddenly 
came  a  distressing  yell.  Very 
frightened,  I  watched  the  rescue 
men  drag  out  a  stretcher  and  medi¬ 
cal  supplies  as  the  two  brave  fire¬ 
men  chopped  the  door  down  and 
forced  their  way  through  the 
smoky  house.  Silence  for  the  first 
time  since  the  crowd  had  gath¬ 
ered,  prevailed  as  everyone,  eyes 
on  the  broken  door,  waited. 

In  a  few  minutes  a  hearty  jovial 
laugh  could  be  heard  echoing  in 
the  house.  Everyone,  thoroughly 
mystified,  wondered  what  was 
happening.  Soon  the  grimy  fire¬ 
men  reappeared  waving  a  smoking 
pan.  They  were  followed  by  a  very 
irritated  and  very  wet  young  man. 
He  walked  up  to  the  chief  and  all 
he  could  do  was  spurt  out  water. 

When  he  got  his  breath  all  he 
could  say  was,  “You  ruined  my 
lovely  pancakes.” 

The  chief  slowly  turned  and 
walked  up  to  me.  His  accusing 
eyes  held  mine  as  he  said,  “You, 
you’re  the  one.” 

I  was  very  embarrassed  and 
ashamed  and  I  dropped  my  eyes. 
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Suddenly  the  strange  young  man 
began  to  laugh.  He  walked  up  to 
me  and  said,  “I  have  been  alone 
and  I  was  very  unhappy,  and 
through  your  mistake  I  have  met 
some  new  friends.  Thank  you  very 
much.” 

The  little  old  lady  smiled 
through  sweet  but  misty  eyes  as 
she  looked  down  at  her  three  inter¬ 
ested  little  grandchildren  who 
clapped  their  chubby  hands  for 
her  to  continue. 

“And  that,”  she  finished,  “is 
how  your  grandma  met  your 
grandpa.”  Susan  Hearty,  ’54 


ROUTE  99 

After  you’ve  lived  in  Montana 
a  while,  you  get  to  feel  the  real 
friendly-like  ways  of  its  people. 
This  particular  night,  I  had  my 
first  real  experience  with  the 
mountaineer’s  kind  and  friendly 
ways. 

It  was  about  11  o’clock.  I  had 
gone  into  Butte  to  settle  a  few 
business  affairs  and  to  see  the 
town.  A  five-year  hitch  in  the 
Canadian  Infantry  had  made  me 
forget  the  glitter  and  excitement 
of  a  big  city.  The  last  real  city  I 
had  seen  was  Paris,  and,  after  the 
Nazis  had  finished  with  it,  it  had 
become  just  a  ghost  village,  its 
pomp  and  beauty  covered  by  dead 
bodies. 

I  had  planned  walking  back  to 
Corkney  when  it  began  to  pour — 
rain  like  I  had  never  seen.  My 
natural  instinct  told  me  to  start 
thumbing.  Luck  was  with  me. 
The  first  car,  a  green  Cadillac  con¬ 
vertible,  came  to  a  screeching 
stop.  The  door  opened  and  the 
driver  said,  “Hop  in.”  That  was 
the  biggest  mistake  of  my  life.  We 
sped  down  the  highway,  but  my 
eyes  were  fixed  on  the  half  dozen 
bottles  spread  about  the  floor  of 
the  car. 

I  watched  the  driver  very  close¬ 
ly.  His  eyes  were  glassy,  but  star¬ 


ing  straight  ahead  into  the  wet 
darkness.  One  hand  held  the  ivory 
steering  wheel,  while  the  other 
held  still  another  bottle. 

I  glanced  at  the  speedometer. 
We  were  reaching  85  miles  an 
hour.  Jumping  from  the  car  onto 
the  hard  pavement  would  mean 
sure  death.  I  had  to  sit  it  out! 

He  was  passing  car  after  car, 
savagely  striking  the  horn  and 
letting  out  a  little  sneer.  Taking 
corners  on  two  wheels  on  sharp 
hairpin  curves  delighted  him  the 
most.  The  steady  rolling  of  the 
windshield  wipers  seemed  like  the 
ticking  away  of  the  hours  of  my 
life. 

Luck  might  still  be  with  me. 
Maybe  his  gas  was  low.  Maybe 
he’d  run  out  of  gas. 

My  hope  died  out.  My  heart 
beat  all  the  faster.  The  dial  read 
three-quarters  full. 

On  we  went,  whizzing  past 
farms,  stores  and  restaurants. 
Why  didn’t  we  get  a  flat  or  develop 
engine  trouble?  Anything  to  stop 
this  drunk. 

Suddenly,  out  of  nowhere,  my 
ears  detected  a  whining  sound. 
Now  it  was  getting  louder  and 
closer.  I  spun  around  and  searched 
the  blackness  through  the  rear 
window. 

A  tiny  red  light,  flickering  on 
and  off,  slowly  came  abreast  us, 
the  siren  blasting  away  at  the 
driver.  The  driver  slowly  turned 
to  the  left,  obviously  seeing  the 
black  vehicle,  and  passed  out. 
His  foot  gradually  eased  off  the 
pedal.  Grabbing  the  liquor-stained 
wheel  and  pushing  down  the  brake 
pedal,  I  brought  the  big  car  to  a 
rumbling  stop. 

The  police  left  me,  the  cool 
spring  air  made  me  feel  like  a 
human  again,  and  down  to  the 
right  the  little  dirt  road  leading 
to  Corkney  came  into  sight.  My 
prayers  had  been  heard,  the  dan¬ 
ger  had  passed.  But  there  is  only 
one  thing  that  troubles  me.  He 
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didn’t  even  ask  me  where  I  was 
going. 

John  Slipkowsky,  ’54 


THE  RED  BOOK 

All  of  the  employees  at  the  Wel¬ 
lington  Insurance  Company  were 
delighted  when  Paul  Jennings  was 
made  a  junior  executive.  He  was 
the  best  qualified  and  most  deserv¬ 
ing  for  the  important  position  he 
now  held  with  the  organization. 

Paul  still  continued  taking  eve¬ 
ning  courses  at  the  university. 
During  morning  and  afternoon 
breaks  for  coffee  at  the  cafeteria, 
his  companion  was  a  thin  red  book. 

Barbara  Whalen,  one  of  the  sec¬ 
retaries  tried  in  devious  ways  to 
see  the  title  of  his  book,  but  his 
long  fingers  covered  the  lettering. 
Once,  when  she  brought  some  let¬ 
ters  into  his  office,  she  saw  the  red 
book  on  the  edge  of  his  desk  and 
brushed  against  it.  It  fell  face 
down.  Jennings  picked  it  up  say¬ 
ing,  “This  is  the  most  valuable 
book  in  my  collection.”  He  put  it 
in  the  top  drawer  of  his  desk. 

One  crisp  autumn  morning,  Bar¬ 
bara  was  asked  to  remove  and  file 
the  papers  in  Jennings  desk.  “Has 
Mr.  Jennings  received  another 
promotion?”  she  asked. 

“Mr.  Jennings  has  been  fired.” 

At  the  expense  of  losing  her  own 
position  she  bristled,  “He’s  the 
most  efficient  man  we’ve  ever  had 
and  the  best  liked.” 

“Without  a  doubt,”  said  her 
superior,  “he  was  a  valuable  asset, 
but  he’s  been  coming  in  anywhere 
from  fifteen  minutes  to  a  half-hour 
late  every  morning.  That  young 
man  had  better  learn  that  punctu¬ 
ality  is  of  prime  importance  in  the 
business  world.” 

Barbara  went  into  Jennings’ 
office  and  found  all  the  drawers 
empty  with  the  exception  of  the 


top  one.  In  fact,  face  up,  lay  the 
red  book.  Its  title  was:  “You  Can 
Be  a  Success.” 

She  opened  it  to  the  first  chap¬ 
ter,  and  underscored  were  the 
words:  “Punctuality  is  of  prime 
importance  in  the  business  world.” 

Clare  Towler,  ’57 


HIDDEN  HAPPINESS 

One  day  when  I  was  10  years 
old,  I  came  home  crying  because 
I  had  been  given  a  small  part  in 
the  background  of  the  children’s 
program  at  school  while  my  play¬ 
mate  was  assigned  the  leading  role. 
Quietly,  my  mother  took  out  her 
watch  and  laid  it  in  the  palm  of 
my  hand. 

“What  do  you  see?”  she  asked. 

“A  gold  case,  a  face  and  hands,” 
I  replied. 

Then  she  opened  the  back  of  the 
case  and  repeated  the  same  ques¬ 
tion.  Now,  I  could  see  tiny  wheels 
and  screws. 

“This  watch  would  be  no  use  at 
all,”  said  Mother,  “without  every 
part — even  those  you  cannot  see.” 

Mother’s  lesson  has  made  me 
much  happier  all  through  my  life 
so  far.  I  have  realized  how  essen¬ 
tial  are  the  small  duties  which 
everyone  must  perform,  no  matter 
how  insignificant  they  may  seem 
at  the  time.  Now  I  do  my  share  of 
chores  without  expecting  applause 
from  others. 

Kathleen  M.  Verda,  ’57 


GUESS  WHO? 

She  has  blonde  hair,  bright  blue 
eyes,  a  sweet  smile  and  a  glowing 
personality.  She  is  kind  and  always 
willing  to  help  someone  who  is  in 
need.  She  is  a  popular  member  of 
this  year’s  freshman  class.  Who  is 
she? 


(See  Page  19) 
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POETS  CORNER 


GARDEN  FANTASY 

Tiny  velvet  petals 

Form  a  casket  of  shimmering  dew, 

Crimson  cradles  of  sultry  perfume 
With  turquoise  heavens  to  view. 

Gay  garden  fairies  perform  on  the  lawn 
In  their  frocks  of  bright  amber  and  green, 

And  dazzle  the  eye  of  a  chance  passer-by 
With  their  beauteous  frolicksome  scene. 

A  baby-faced  violet,  its  petals  upraised 

To  smile  at  the  glistening  sun 

In  its  lavender  jacket  and  fuzzy  gold  vest, 

Promenades  until  daylight  is  done. 

A  sweet,  wistful  lilac  of  lavender  lace, 

Her  pale  blossom  tresses  on  high, 

Gently  flirts  with  the  breeze 
As  it  flits  through  the  trees 
And  goes  busily  hurrying  by. 

A  saucy  red  poppy  in  a  tangerine  skirt 
Does  a  gay  pirouette  on  the  lawn; 

And  where  deep  purple  shadows  envelop  the  earth, 

She  awaits  her  debut  with  the  dawn. 

Dorothy  Hoessler,  ’55 


KITCHEN  COMEDY 

Water,  water  everywhere, 

On  the  kitchen  floor. 

Dish  towels  soaking,  sopping  wet, 
Dripping  more  and  more. 

Water  running  from  the  sink, 
Puddles  on  the  stair. 

Man  and  mop,  they  scan  the  room, 
What  a  dread  affair! 

Soapsuds  on  the  table, 

Likewise  on  the  stair, 

Looks  like  Mister  Devil 
Has  found  himself  a  lair. 

Why  the  buckets,  pails  and  pots, 
Where  soap  swims  free  as  fishes? 
Sister's  got  a  date  tonight, 

So  brother's  washing  dishes. 


Josephine  Bonanno,  '57 


The  Johnson  Journal 


13 


“PROMITIS" 

Now  is  the  time  for  high  school  proms, 

At  Johnson  that’s  no  exception, 

So  on  the  night  of  June  eleventh 
We’ll  hold  our  grand  reception. 

But  now  that  we’ve  only  one  week  left, 

Our  classrooms  are  far  from  quiet, 

There’s  so  much  buzzing  and  talking, 

The  teachers  think  it’s  a  riot. 

But  it’s  only  Susie  asking  Kate 
“What  color  is  your  gown? 

Did  you  hear  that  freshman  Mary  Smith 
Is  going  with  Jimmy  Brown.” 

“Of  course  my  dress  is  strapless 

With  its  yellow  skirt  so  flowing.” 

“You’d  never  guess,”  says  Janie  White, 

“My  ankles  will  be  showing.” 

With  the  boys  it’s  a  different  story, 

They’re  saving  up  their  money, 

To  buy  some  flowers  and  paint  the  town 
With  their  very  favorite  honey. 

But  the  teachers  complain  to  the  principal, 

That  they’re  getting  no  attention; 

And  every  night  there’s  more  and  more, 

Serving  their  detention. 

And  it’s  all  because  of  that  dread  disease, 

Not  measles  or  arthritis. 

It  hits  the  high  school  every  year, 

It’s  simply  called  “Promitis.” 

Martha  Cavallaro,  ’54 


ODE  TO  A  DESK 

While  writing  this  I’m  at  a  desk, 

On  whose  top  have  been  depressed 
The  carvings  of  uncounted  years 
And  countless  pupils  sitting  here. 

A  romance  bloomed,  a  romance  broken, 

Yet,  still  remains  this  little  token 
Of  the  love  that  they  once  knew, 

Here  on  the  top  where  it  was  drew. 

See  “Mary  and  Joe”  so  lovingly  etched? 

But  they  broke  up — that’s  why  it’s  scratched. 

When  springtime  comes  “the  fancy”  turns 
And  young  man’s  heart  for  love  does  yearn, 
And  idly,  as  he  ignores  the  teacher, 

He  carves  this  lovely  little  feature. 

Much  history’s  writ  on  Johnson’s  desks. 
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By  loving  hands  the  pencil's  pressed. 

Doing  a  test  on  a  desk  so  cut, 

Your  pencil  suddenly  hits  a  rut 
And  spoils  a  neatly  written  paper, 

Because  of  someone's  idle  caper. 

We'll  miss  these  hieroglyphics  here; 

There'll  be  none,  y’know,  next  year. 

A  new  day's  come! — and  our  new  school, 

But  just  who  are  you  trying  to  fool? 

You'll  miss  this  place — its  familiar  ways 
You'll  ne’er  forget  the  rest  of  your  days. 

And  you're  the  one  who's  done  complaining 
Of  how  the  roof  leaks  when  it's  raining, 

Of  faulty  faucets,  broken  desks, 

And  other  silly,  minor  pests. 

Admit  it  now,  you’ll  have  your  days 
When  you'll  long  for  old  Johnson's  ways. 

And  sentimentally  you'll  recall 
The  gatherings  held  in  Johnson's  hall, 

The  assemblies,  concerts,  dances,  plays, 

Led  by  our  own  Mr.  Hayes. 

Oh,  sure,  the  new  school  will  be  fine, 

There’ll  be  no  desks  all  marked  and  lined. 

But  don’t  I  wish  they’d  save  just  one, 

Of  our  ancient  desks — just  for  fun? 

And  display  it  in  our  new  school  hall, 

Where  forever  it  will  be  seen  by  all. 

Alice  Miller,  '56 


THE  ARCH  IN  THE  MOONLIGHT 

It  shone  in  all  magnificence, 

A  graceful  arch  of  rainbow  hue, 

And  glorified  each  sunbeam 
With  a  royal  cloak  anew. 

It  wove  a  pattern  on  marble  walls 
Like  a  flickering  mural  of  light, 

And  the  moon  trespassed  there,  its  pale  rays  to  enhance 
And  escape  from  the  ebony  night. 

A  soft,  twinkling  gold  entwined  in  her  tresses, 

Sweet  talisman  pink  kissed  her  cheek, 

In  her  eyes  dwelt  the  glory — devotion  to  God, 

In  her  arms  lay  the  Child,  pure  and  meek. 

A  crystal  line  portrait  of  heavenly  light 
Caressed  the  solitude  of  sorrowing  night. 

She  stands  by  the  chapel  and  guides  those  gone  astray 
Toward  a  path  in  the  moonlight  that  points  out  the  way. 

Dotty  Hoessler,  '55 
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TALK  OF  THE 
SCHOOL 


Congratulations  are  in  order  for 
Arthur  Lynch  who  was  elected 
Senior  Class  Marshal  on  May  18. 
The  class  marshal  holds  a  very 
honorary  position  and  we  are  all 
glad  to  have  Arthur  as  our  leader. 

The  Annie  F.  Sargent  Memorial 
Speaking  Contest  was  held  at 
Stevens  Hall  on  May  26  at  8  p.m. 
The  speakers  were: 

Mary  Love — ‘  ‘Americanism  vs. 
Communism,”  Robert  Kellan  on 
“I  Like  to  Obey  the  Rules,”  Rob¬ 
erta  Bamford,  who  recited  “Tril¬ 
ogy,”  Helen  Marie  McCarthy  on 
“Lincoln,  the  Man  of  the  People,” 
Donald  Slipp  on  “Commerce,” 
David  Lane  on  “Peace  Without 
Victory,”  Clinton  Hollins  on  “I 
Speak  for  Democracy,”  and  Ann 
Bullock  who  recited  “If.” 

The  judges  were  Robert  J.  San¬ 
born,  Director  of  Speech  and 
Drama,  Endicott  Junior  College, 
Beverly,  Mass.;  Brother  Richard, 
F.M.S.,  Central  Catholic  High 
School,  Lawrence;  and  Robert  J. 
Stevenson,  Exchange  Teacher, 
Thomson  School. 

The  award  winning  speeches 
were  delivered  by  Helen  Marie 
McCarthy,  winner  of  the  first 
prize,  Ann  Bullock,  second  prize 
winner,  and  Mary  Love,  third 
prize  winner. 

Music  was  provided  by  the 
“Crows,”  accordion  solos  by  Joan 
Valliere,  vocal  solos  by  Dorothy 
Hoessler,  and  dances  by  Ann 
Farley. 

The  program  was  under  the  di¬ 
rection  of  Reed  K.  Taylor,  Instruc¬ 
tor  of  Speech,  Johnson  High 
School. 


Latest  addition  to  the  new  High 
School  is  the  erection  of  a  flag-pole 
on  the  Main  Street  side.  Grading 
operations  have  also  started  here 
and  the  school  is  beginning  to  take 
on  the  first  hints  of  nearing  com¬ 
pletion.  C.G.H. 

Congratulations  to  the  new 
cheerleaders  who  will  have  the 
honor  of  being  on  the  first  cheering 
squad  at  North  Andover  High 
School.  They  fully  deserved  this 
honor  for  their  cheering  ability  is 
terrific.  The  group  is  headed  by 
Barbara  Driscoll  and  Maureen 
Smith,  the  two  pretty  co-captains. 
Also  on  the  squad  are  cute,  curly- 
haired  Gerry  Forgetta;  two  pretty 
sophomores,  Martha  Roberts  and 
Gilda  Nardi;  two  cute  veteran 
cheerleaders,  Corinne  Smith  and 
Ann  Doherty;  girls  with  friendly 
personalities,  Maureen  Cushing 
and  Roberta  Bamford;  and  cute 
and  tiny  Janet  Haight.  Well,  kids, 
I  guess  we’ll  really  “wow”  them 
next  year  with  a  new  high  school, 
a  great  team  and  such  a  terrific 
cheering  squad.  D.M. 

^ 

Congratulations  to  Dale  Midg- 
ly  and  Dick  Ashworth  on  winning 
the  Brooks  School  Scholarship. 
It’s  a  wonderful  opportunity  for 
you  and  we  all  know  you’ll  make 
something  wonderful  of  it!  Good 
luck  to  both  of  you! 

^ 

I  hope  you  all  have  a  pleasant 
vacation.  See  you  next  fall  in 
the  new  high  school,  and  in  the 
Journal,  I  hope!  D.W. 
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Mr.  Finneran  and  his  science 
class  visited  the  Jersey  Ice  Cream 
Plant.  The  tour  proved  both  inter¬ 
esting  and  educational  to  the  stu¬ 


dents.  The  class  wishes  to  thank 
Mr.  Finneran  and  the  personnel 
at  the  Jersey  Ice  Cream  Plant  for 
making  this  tour  possible.  D.M. 


i\S 

Y  U 

RECORD 

GUIDANCE  REPORT 

On  April  9,  1954,  a  guidance 
conference  was  held  for  seniors. 
“Careers  in  Beauty  Culture,” 
“Teaching  as  a  Career,”  and  “Op¬ 
portunities  for  Young  Men  in 
Electronics”  were  the  subjects 
discussed. 

Some  of  our  junior  and  senior 
girls  attended  Student  Govern¬ 
ment  Day  at  Simmons  College  in 
Boston  on  April  22.  The  girls 
found  the  day  at  the  college  both 
interesting  and  informative. 

Here  is  a  follow-up  of  the  class 
of  1953  as  of  the  fall  of  1953. 

College 

John  Boyle — Lowell  Textile 
Frederick  Clark  —  B.  U.  Junior 
College 

Leonard  Coppeta — Lowell  Textile 
Paul  Donovan — Lowell  Textile 
Geraldine  Drummey  —  Boston 
Teachers’  College 
Carol  Hamilton — Boston  Univer¬ 
sity 

Charles  Harbolt — University  of 
Miami 

Robert  Lewis — Lowell  Textile 
Claire  Markey — Merrimack  Col¬ 
lege 

Lois  Millikin — Northeastern  Uni¬ 
versity 

Sandra  Vose — Wheaton  College 
John  Wilson — Union  College 
John  Torla — Merrimack  College 

Nursing 

Marilyn  Burris — Salem  Hospital 
Anne  Cronin — Lawrence  General 


Glenda  Girard — Salem  Hospital 
Priscilla  Graham — Salem  Hospital 
Mary  J.  Lewis  —  Catherine  La- 
boure 

Hilda  Shea — Lawrence  General 

Business  School 

Clarie  Arsenault — Fisher 
Marie  Mastin — McIntosh 
Shirley  Sheipers — McIntosh 
Anne  Walker — Burdett  College 

Prep  and  Special  Schools 
Alice  Dolan — Bentley  School 
Nancy  Lawlor — Bentley  School 
David  Wall  work — New  Hampton 
Prep 

Anne  Nelson — Burbank  Hospital, 
Laboratory  Technician 
Dominic  Mangano  —  Newman 
Prep  School 

Convent 

Judith  Cyr 

Service 

Frank  Andrews — Air  Force 
Gordon  Berry — Navy 
John  Boush — Air  Force 
James  Farrell — Air  Force 
Carlo  Giribaldi — Air  Force 
George  Kettinger — Army 
Kenneth  Lambert — Navy 
Paul  Lamprey — Air  Force 
William  Riedel — Air  Force 
Herbert  Ackroyd — Navy 

Working 

Ivy  Awley — Hytron 
Ruth  Bamford — Outlet  Co. 

Tom  Broadhead — Schruender  Fil¬ 
ling  Station 
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William  Choquette  —  Lawrence 
Plycraft 

Patricia  Driscoll — Precision  Sound 
&  Radio 

Priscilla  Gidley — Merrimack  Fire 
Insurance 

Bruce  Robinson — Dillon,  Inc. 

Charles  Haight — Hollins’  Filling 
Station 

Joan  Roberts — Smith-Sullivan 

Elsie  Seymour — Rooks 

Carole  Smith  —  Travers  Motor 
Mart 

Elizabeth  Ratcliffe — Essex  Sav¬ 
ings  Bank 

Kevin  Devine — Hytron 

Dorothy  McCarthy — Arthur’s 

George  Everson  —  Longbottom’s 
Grocery 

Gertrude  Klufts  —  Essex  Savings 
Bank 

Robert  Lefebvre — Knipe  Co. 

Ralph  Vernile — John  Hancock  In¬ 
surance  Co.,  Boston 

Richard  Zahn — Bolta  Co. 

Doris  Bisson  —  Dunn  &  Brad- 
street,  Manchester,  N.  H. 

Elaine  Jiadosz — A.  A.  A. 

Marlene  Lovejoy  —  Continental 
Baking  Co. 

Lillian  Bara — Woolworth’s,  New 
York 

Lorraine  Gibson — Arthur’s 
Married 

Louise  Currier  Jean  Ingram 

Joyce  Haigh  Elizabeth  Mandry 

At  Home 

Joanne  Greene  Ronald  Armano 
Margaret  Crotty 

J.E.S. 


SENIOR  CLASS 

Recently  quite  a  few  scholarships 
have  been  announced  as  being 
available  to  seniors  from  various 
schools.  Any  senior  entering  a 
school  of  advanced  learning  should 
see  Miss  Gillen  for  further  inform¬ 
ation. 

Practice  for  our  graduation 
songs  has  been  started  with  Mr. 
Mosher.  With  enough  practice  and 


cooperation,  the  vocal  part  of  our 
graduation  exercises  should  be  a 
success. 

Well,  seniors,  our  Junior-Senior 
Prom,  scheduled  for  June  11,  is 
drawing  near!  Let’s  hope  everyone 
goes,  in  order  to  make  Johnson’s 
last  Prom  a  huge  success! 

P.M.E. 


NATIONAL  HONOR  SOCIETY 

On  April  12  a  joint  assembly 
was  held  in  the  hall  the  seventh 
period.  The  first  part  of  this  as¬ 
sembly  was  devoted  to  the  instal¬ 
lation  of  new  members  in  the 
Johnson  Chapter  of  the  National 
Honor  Society.  These  new  mem¬ 
bers  were  admitted  after  the  mid¬ 
term,  therefore,  sophomores  had 
become  eligible. 

Four  new  members  were  in¬ 
stalled  at  this  time,  three  sopho¬ 
mores  and  one  senior.  They  were: 
Robert  Dehullu,  Bernice  Florin, 
Joan  McDuffie,  and  Nancy  Pen- 
dlebury.  D.S. 


CANCER  COLLECTION 

A  collection  for  the  benefit  of 
the  Cancer  Drive  was  authorized 
by  Mr.  Hayes  to  be  taken  up  in 
home  rooms  on  Friday,  April  30. 
We  thank  all  those  who  contrib¬ 
uted  to  this  worthy  cause.  M.B. 


PLAY  RETURNS 

The  school  play  returns  were 
very  rewarding.  Fifty  percent  of 
the  total  receipts  turned  in  by 
each  class  for  the  school  play  was 
assigned  to  classes  as  follows: 

Seniors  $51.60 

Juniors  $42.90 

Sophomores  $28.50 

Freshmen  $21.00 

M.A.B. 


ANSWER  TO  “GUESS  WHO?” 

Maureen  O’Keefe 
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SPORTS 


GIRLS’  SPORTS 

Congratulations  to  basketball 
co-captains  elect  M.  Smith  and  R. 
Bamford.  The  best  of  luck  in  the 
new  gym  and  in  the  suburban  hoop 
league. 

Softball  has  now  been  added  to 
the  girls’  sports  schedule.  Two 
weeks  ago  Coach  Dunham  an¬ 
nounced  spring  practice  was  be¬ 
ginning  that  afternoon  and  an 
enthusiastic  group  of  30  students 
reported  to  the  Kittredge  school 
yard.  With  such  overwhelming  in¬ 
terest  we’re  sure  to  have  a  winning 
team.  E.B.  and  R.B. 


BOYS’  SPORTS 

Johnson  started  off  her  baseball 
season  with  a  victory  when  she 
edged  Burlington  by  a  one  run 
margin,  (6-5). 

The  ninth  inning  told  the  story 
of  the  Johnson-Burlington  con¬ 
test.  Johnson  produced  two  runs 
to  break  a  tie  and  put  her  out  in 
front  6-4.  Burlington  grabbed  one 
back  in  the  bottom  half,  but  Mc¬ 
Laughlin  was  hot  at  that  point 
and  let  in  but  one  run  on  a  walk,  a 
single  and  a  double  as  he  struck 
out  the  side. 

Johnson  combined  two  doubles 
and  a  single  in  the  ninth  to  gain 
the  winning  margin.  Dick  Ken¬ 
nedy  led  off  with  a  single  and  went 
to  third  on  a  double  by  John  Slip- 
kowsky.  Norm  Heinze  sent  both 
runners  home  with  a  solid  double 
to  left  field  to  set  the  score  at  6-3. 

Johnson’s  second  straight  win 
came  when  she  met  Chelmsford 
on  rain-soaked  Grogan’s  Field. 

Star  of  the  game  was  George 
Acciard,  who  drew  flawless  sup¬ 
port  from  his  mates  and  held  the 
invaders  to  four  singles  and  a 


double  with  some  effective  fast¬ 
balling. 

The  losers’  threat  came  in  the 
seventh  after  Murray  Hicks  had 
led  off  with  a  sharp  double  to 
right  center.  Bill  Hall  followed 
with  a  liner  at  short,  but  short¬ 
stop  Kenny  Long  caught  the  ball, 
fired  to  third,  and  Kettinger  re¬ 
layed  to  second  baseman  Jack 
Slipkowsky  to  get  Hicks  on  a  run¬ 
down. 

Johnson  continued  to  ride  high, 
wide  and  handsome  when  she 
handed  Wilmington  High  a  count 
of  13-0. 

So  effective  were  Turner  and 
Heinze  that  not  a  ball  was  hit  out 
of  the  infield  until  DePiano  got 
Wilmington’s  only  solid  smack,  a 
double  to  left  in  the  seventh.  The 
visitors’  other  hit  was  a  scratcher 
to  the  left  of  the  mound  in  the 
fourth.  Other  than  that,  not  a 
Wilmington  batter  reached  first. 

A  two-out,  run-producing  dou¬ 
ble  in  the  11th  by  Dick  Bretton, 
combined  with  the  strong  one-hit 
chucking  of  Ed  Sperling,  gave 
Methuen  High  a  tight  3-2  victory 
over  Johnson  High  at  Grogan’s 
Field.  The  win,  Methuen’s  third 
straight  in  loop  competition,  kept 
her  a  half  game  behind  league¬ 
leading  Punchard  High,  while  for 
Johnson  it  was  loss  number  one  in 
four  starts.  With  both  featuring 
buzzing  fast  balls  and  an  occa¬ 
sional  breaking  pitch,  base  hits 
were  few  and  far  between. 

McLaughlin  was  touched  for 
eight  safeties,  but  only  four  or  five 
were  of  the  solid  variety,  while 
Sperling  slammed  the  door  on 
Johnson  after  giving  up  a  single 
in  the  first  inning.  Sperling  set  13 
Red  and  Black  batters  down  on 
strikes  and  McLaughlin  got  eight. 
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The  only  weakness  either  pitcher 
displayed  was  touches  of  wildness; 
all  five  runs  resulted  from  bases  on 
balls. 

Backing  up  the  slump  six-hit 
pitching  of  George  Acciard  with 
some  sparkling  defensive  plays, 
and  making  like  a  herd  of  ante¬ 
lopes  when  they  got  on  base,  John¬ 
son  High’s  baseballers  jumped 
back  into  the  thick  of  things  at 
Grogan’s  Field  where  they  bumped 
rival  Punchard  from  the  ranks  of 
the  undefeated  by  a  score  5-2.  The 
best  Punchard  could  muster  for 
the  afternoon  were  single  scores 
in  the  fifth  and  ninth. 

Johnson  High  moved  into  sec¬ 
ond  place  as  they  put  together 
four  and  three  run  innings  in  the 
first  and  third  to  thump  Tewks¬ 
bury,  7-1.  The  win,  Johnson’s 
fifth  against  one  loss,  puts  her 
ahead  of  Punchard  with  4-1,  and 
one  down  from  Methuen  with  5-0. 

Dan  McLaughlin  limited  the 
Tewksbury  batsmen  to  two  hits 
while  giving  up  the  lone  marker  in 
the  third  inning,  while  his  mates 
were  punching  at  starting  pitcher 
Bill  Marion  for  four  hits  along 
with  several  free  trips.  Norm 
Heinze,  Johnson’s  aggressive  little 
receiver,  led  the  North  Andover 
club  again  with  two  solid  singles. 

Kenny  Long’s  theft  of  home 


The  Tattler  —  Nashua  High 
School,  Nashua,  N.  H.  Thanks  for 
your  comment  on  the  Journal. 
Your  music  quiz  in  the  February 
issue  was  very  interesting.  It 
shows  that  work  and  thought  go 
into  your  fine  magazine.  Your 
book  review  section  is  a  very  good 


in  the  eighth,  and  a  single  in  the 
last  of  the  ninth  with  two  out  by 
Norm  Heinze,  enabled  Johnson 
High  to  top  Burlington,  5-4.  The 
Red  and  Black,  in  picking  up  its 
sixth  league  victory  against  one 
loss,  faced  an  uphill  fight  all  the 
way  after  three  Burlington  runs 
had  crossed  the  plate  in  the  first 
inning  and  a  fourth  had  been 
added  in  the  fifth  inning.  The 
tying  run  was  registered  on  a  per¬ 
fectly  executed  double  steal  with 
Long  at  the  front  of  it  in  the 
eighth.  The  win  keeps  Johnson  in 
second  place,  wedged  between 
Punchard  in  third  with  5-2,  and 
Methuen  in  first  with  6-0.  Needless 
to  say,  Johnson  needs  no  sweet 
palaver  to  bolster  her  spirits.  She’s 
doing  great! 

More  good  news!  Johnson 
High’s  new  athletic  plant,  al¬ 
though  still  under  construction, 
is  already  paying  handsome  divi¬ 
dends!  Thanks  to  the  new  gym  the 
sports  fortunes  of  the  North  Ando¬ 
ver  school  got  a  double-barrel  shot 
in  the  arm  when  the  Red  and 
Black  was  re-admitted  to  mem¬ 
bership  in  the  Lowell  Suburban 
league  after  a  four-year  exile,  and 
the  new  gymnasium  was  chosen 
to  act  as  host  at  the  first  all-star 
game  in  the  loop’s  history. 

Robert  Kellan 


thing  to  have  in  a  school  publica¬ 
tion. 

jk  ^k  ^k 

The  Reflector — Central  Junior 
High  School,  Saginaw,  Michigan. 
I  like  the  way  you  work  so  many 
of  your  students  into  your  paper. 
It  makes  them  feel  that  they  are 
part  of  it. 
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The  Chronicle  —  Senior  High 
School,  Arlington,  Mass.  Your 
idea  for  having  a  coming  events 
column  is  good.  This  keeps  the 
students  posted  on  what’s  to  come 
and  also  should  help  to  boost  at¬ 
tendance.  Maybe  that  would  help 
here  at  Johnson. 

The  Lookout  —  Wakefield  High 
School,  Wakefield,  Mass.  Bor¬ 
rowed  : 

Secrets  of  Success 

Push — said  the  door. 

Never  lose  your  head — said  the 
tack. 

Stick  to  it — said  the  stamp. 

Make  light  of  your  troubles- 
said  the  candle. 


Hang  on — said  the  clothesline. 

Keep  cool — said  the  refrigerator. 

/jc  /ji 

The  Canary — Allentown  High 
School,  Allentown,  Pa.  You  have 
a  very  fine  coverage  of  sports. 
Y our  reporters  show  by  their  arti¬ 
cles  that  they  are  interested  in  the 
activity  that  they  are  reporting 
as  well  as  in  your  paper. 

As  this  is  the  last  time  I  shall 
write  this  column,  I  would  like  to 
thank  all  the  schools  who  have 
co-operated  so  well  with  us.  With¬ 
out  you  we  could  not  have  done 
as  well  as  we  did  this  year  in  this 
column.  Thanks  again.  R.N. 


Man  introducing  redhead  to  a 
friend : 

“Fred,  in  my  time  I’ve  been 
married  to  a  blonde,  a  brunette 
and  a  redhead — I’d  like  you  to 
meet  her.” 

“What  do  you  think  would  go 
well  with  my  purple  and  green 
socks?” 

“Hip  boots.” 

^  ^  ^  ^  ^ 

Knock — Knock 

Who’s  there? 

Sam’n  Janet 

Sam’n  Janet  who? 

Sam’n  Janet  Evening! 

Magician:  “Before  I  use  this 
boy  for  my  act,  I  would  like  to  ask 


him  a  question.  Little  boy,  have 
you  ever  seen  me  before?” 

Little  Boy:  “No,  Daddy!” 

^  ^ 

A  worm  met  another  worm 
coming  up  from  the  ground  and 
declared,  “You’re  very  beautiful 
and  I’d  like  to  marry  you.” 

“Don’t  be  a  dope,”  was  the 
reply.  “I’m  your  other  end.” 

Ted:  “What  did  the  dog  say 
when  the  car  ran  over  his  paw?” 

Bill:  “I  don’t  know.  What?” 

Ted:  “Oh  my  poor  paw!” 

“Mr.  Smith,  I  just  heard  your 
little  boy  is  seriously  ill  from  swal¬ 
lowing  a  half  dollar.  How  is  he 
today?” 

“No  change  yet.” 
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You  can  gave  classmates,  rela¬ 
tives  and  friends,  wallet  size 
photo  copies  of  your  favorite  pic¬ 
ture,  graduation  portrait,  or  class 
activities.  Winsome  wallet  photos 
are  the  favorite  of  students  and 
parents.  Useful  for  employment 
and  identification  purposes.  Your 
original  returned  unharmed  with 
20  top  quality  2Vz  x  3V2  silk  finish, 
double  weight  prints,  and  sample 
of  typical  resume  form,  showing 
how  wallet  photos  can  be  used  to 
seek  employment. 

YOU'LL  LOVE  YOUR  PICTURES  —  OR  MONEY 
REFUNDED. 

Send  Portrait  or  photo  and  $1.00 
with  coupon  at  right. 


2^*3^ 


WINSOME  WALLET  DEPT.  J.  H.  S. 
APPLICATION  PHOTOS 

Box  271,  Salem,  Mass. 

WE  ENCLOSE  PHOTOS  AND  $ _  FOR _  COPIES. 

NAME . . . . . — - . 


CITY- 


-STATE. 


Compliments 

of 


A  FRIEND 


THOMPSONS 

GOOD  FOOD  AT 
POPULAR  PRICES 

Jet.  Routes  114  and  125 
Wilson’s  Corner  No.  Andover,  Mass. 


GEORGE  H.  SCHRUENDER’S 
AMOCO  SERVICE  STATION 

The  Rest  Gasoline  on  the  Market 

Chickering  Road  No.  Andover,  Mass. 


Tel.  4309 

SYDNEY  THOMPSON,  Mgr. 


MOTOR  OIL  AND  EXPERT 
TIRE  REPAIR  SERVICE 


Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers 
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ROAD  SERVICE  ACCESSORIES 

TURNPIKE  SERVICE  STATION 

For  Courteous,  Efficient  Service 

YOUR  TEXACO  DEALER 

E.  W.  Saul 

1705  TURNPIKE  STREET  ROUTE  114  NO.  ANDOVER 


Telephone  23309 

FRED  A.  HENNING 

INSURANCE 

Life  -  Accident  -  Hospital  -  Fire 
Liability 

193  Newbury  Street  Lawrence,  Mass. 


DEHULLUS  MARKET 

□ 

60iUNION  STREET 
NORTH  ANDOVER,  MASS. 
Tels/32787-32788 

ELITE  PHARMACY 

Joseph  Campione,  Reg.  Ph. 

Our  Pharmacy  is  Your  Family’s 
Beauty,  Health  and  Prescription 
Center 

220  Middlesex  St.,_N°*  Andover,  Mass. 
Tel.  33979 


FOR  A  SNACK  FOR  A  TREAT 
THE  PLACE  IS 

THE  DEN 

Clams  -  Pizza  -  Spaghetti 
Sandwiches 

Route  114,  Den  Rock  Road  Tel.  9888 

WALTER  W.  ROWE 

□ 

When  You  Want  the 
FINEST  IN  FURNITURE 
Call  WALTER  W.  ROWE,  Tel.  21834 

Blakely  Building  Lawrence,  Mass. 

TAYLOR  SHOP 

□ 

398  ESSEX  STREET 
LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers 
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CALIRI,  INCORPORATED 

Diamond  Merchants  and  Silversmiths 

Visit  Our  Silver  Room 

447  ESSEX  STREET  Near  Hampshire  LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


LONGBOTTOM’S  MARKET 

iO&huuik. 

“GOOD  THINGS  TO  EAT” 

INCORPORATED 

□ 

FINE  FURS 

Tel.  6188  -  6189  -  6180 

276  Essex  Street 

134  Main  Street  North  Andover 

Lawrence,  Mass. 

MAC  S  GENERAL  STORE 

Lawrence  Rubber  Co. 

PAPERS  —  CANDY  —  ICE  CREAM 

SPORTING  GOODS 

GROCERIES  —  GREETING  CARDS 

SPORT  CLOTHING 

MOCCASINS 

FROZEN  FOODS 

RUBBER  FOOTWEAR 

7  Johnson  Street 

Tel.  30697  No.  Andover,  Mass. 

464  Essex  Street  Lawrence,  Mass. 

GEO.  LORD  8c  SON 

HERBERT  H.  LYONS 

Established  1869 

LINENS  —  HANDKERCHIEFS 

“THE  STORE  of  BETTER  SHOES” 

ART  GOODS 

445  Essex  Street 

259  Essex  Street  Lawrence,  Mass. 

Lawrence,  Mass. 

Tel.  30801 

Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers 
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DAVIS  &  FURBER  MACHINE  CO. 


NORTH  ANDOVER,  MASSACHUSETTS 


DIVIDENDS  on  SAVINGS  DEPOSITS 
AT  3  %  PER  ANNUM 

MERRIMACK 

COOPERATIVE  BANK 

264  Essex  Street  Lawrence,  Mass. 

Complete  Equipment  for  Every  Sport 

WHITWORTHS 

RUBBER  AND  SPORTING  GOODS 
STORE 

581  Essex  Street  Lawrence 


Compliments  of 

GENE  DALEY  S 
TEXACO  STATION 

South  Lawrence,  Mass. 

ADELARD  J.  TREMBLAY 

OPTICIAN 

47  Broadway  Lawrence,  Mass. 

Tel.  35842 

LAMEY  -  WELLEHAN 

Successors  to  D.  D.  Mahony  &  Sons 

SHOES  AND  HOSIERY 
FOR 

EVERY  OCCASION 
331  Essex  Street  Lawrence,  Mass. 


Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers 
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FOR  QUALITY  CLOTHES  FOR  MEN  AND  BOYS 

SINCE  1880 

COME  TO 

Macartney's 


ESSEX  STREET 


LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


•ssbj\[  ‘aouajM.B'T;  xassg  ggg 

uvu  pBpng  luaiudauoj  mQ  ds/j 
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ZUBER  CHOATE  CO. 

The  Home  of 

BOTANY  500  CLOTHES  FOR  MEN 
559  Essex  Street  Lawrence,  Mass. 


ANV-LSia  *v  s 

o*  3UI03  cn  no^  ABd  II 
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EARLINGTONS 

SWEATER  SHOP 

SPORTSWEAR  FOR  MEN 
Telephone  26523 

502-504  Essex  Street  Lawrence 


Compliments  of 

T.  J.  BUCKLEY  CO. 

FURNITURE 

□ 

284  Essex  Street  Lawrence,  Mass. 


A.  B.  SUTHERLAND  CO. 


DEPARTMENT  STORE 

□ 


TELEPHONE  37173 

309  ESSEX  STREET  LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers 
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“YOU’LL  FIND  IT  ALL  AT  TREAT’S” 

Everything  in  the  Line  of  Sports 

TREAT  HARDWARE  CORP. 

582  ESSEX  STREET  Dial  5115  25  BROADWAY 

Lawrence,  Massachusetts 
“The  House  That  Stands  for  Quality” 


FRANK  S  ATLANTIC 
SERVICE 

Odelle  F.  Cashman,  Prop. 

GAS  -  OIL  -  BATTERIES 
TIRES  -  TUBES  -  ACCESSORIES 

4  Main  Street  Tel.  7373 


J.  W.  HERON 

R.  C.  A.  RADIO  and  TELEVISION 
93  Water  Street  No.  Andover 

DOWNTOWN  BOOK  SHOP 

Books  -  Records  -  Greeting  Cards 

394  Essex  Street  Lawrence,  Mass. 

Tel.  32072 


D.  MANGANO  &  SONS 


Plumbing  and  Heating  Contractors 

Telephone  21415 

61  ESSEX  STREET  LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


Compliments  of 


“FRIENDLY  AND  COURTEOUS” 


FRED  HILTON 

RANGE  AND  FUEL  OIL 
EXPERT  LUBRICATION 


LAKESIDE 

FILLING  STATION 

Albert  G.  Shellnutt,  Proprietor 


Cor.  Salem  and  So.  Union  Streets 
South  Lawrence 


Cor.  Osgood  Street  and  Great  Pond  Road 
“LET’S  GET  ACQUAINTED” 
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CARL  W.  KNIGHTLY 

Johnson  High  School — 1920 


FUNERAL  DIRECTOR  AND  EMBALMER 

MODERN  FUNERAL  HOME 

□ 

449  BROADWAY  LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


GREATER  LAWRENCE 
NEW  CAR  DEALERS 
ASSOCIATION 


Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers 
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Compliments  of 

MESSINA'S  MARKET 


156  SUTTON  STREET 
NORTH  ANDOVER,  MASS. 


VAL’S  RESTAURANT 

ORDERS  PUT  UP  TO  TAKE  OUT 

Sandwiches  and  Coffee  for  Private 
Parties  -  We’ll  Deliver 

Tel.  26716 

91  Main  Street  North  Andover,  Mass. 
Compliments  of 

Finneran’s  Drug  Store 

□ 

130  Main  Street 
North  Andover 


F.  M.  8c  T.  E.  ANDREW 

INSURANCE 

REALTORS 

Over  50  Years  of  Honorable  Dealing 

Bay  State  Building  Lawrence,  Mass. 
Tel.  7121 


Compliments  of 

JOHN  R.  HOSKING 
STATIONER 

Milton  Bradley  School  Supplies 
512  Essex  Street  Tel.  7929  Lawrence 

Compliments  of 

SCOTT  JEWELRY 

428  Essex  Street  Lawrence,  Mass. 


SUTTON'S  MILL 

Manufacturers  of 

WOOLEN  GOODS 
FOR  WOMEN’S  APPAREL 
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Cameracraft  Shop,  Inc. 

CAMERAS,  PROJECTORS 
DEVELOPING  AND  PRINTING 


515  Essex  Street  Lawrence,  Mass. 

Phone  30776 


GREAT  POND  AGENCY 

“SOURCE  OF  SERVICE” 

INSURANCE  —  REAL  ESTATE 

108  Main  Street 
Tel.  7620 

Harry  R.  Dow  III,  Mgr. 

S.  A.  DiMauro,  Realtor 


THE  BOYNTON  PRESS,  INC. 

COMMERCIAL  PRINTING  •  RAISED  PRINTING 


Jlnvitations 


Compliments  of 

Galvagna’s  Groceries 

53a  Union  Street 
Lawrence,  Mass. 


TROMBLY  BROS. 
SERVICE  STATION 

EXPERT  LUBRICATION 
IGNITION,  CARBURETOR  AND 
BRAKE  REPAIR 

Oil  Burner  Sales  and  Service 
Range  and  Fuels — Wholesale  and  Retail 

Charter  Busses  Tel.  31031  or  20657 
Sutton  Street  North  Andover 


R.  H.  CAMPO  CO. 

STATIONERS  AND 
OFFICE  OUTFITTERS 

170-180  Common  St.,  Lawrence,  Mass. 

THE 

JAMES  P.  H AINSWORTH 
INSURANCE  AGENCY 

150  Main  Street  North  Andover 

CASHMANS 

SERVICE  STATION 

Raymond  Cashman,  Prop. 

GAS,  OIL,  BATTERIES,  TIRES 
TUBES  AND  ACCESSORIES 

Sutton  Street  North  Andover 
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COMPLIMENTS 
OF  A 
FRIEND 


THE  FURNITURE  BARN 

FINE  FURNITURE 
AT  LOW  PRICES 

Wilson’s  Corner  North  Andover 


F.  A.  HISCOX  8c  CO. 

EST.  1901 

GENERAL  DRY  GOODS 
Home  Furnishings  Women’s  Apparel 
Infants’  Wear  and  Accessories 

496-498-500  Essex  St.  Lawrence,  Mass. 


MEAGANS 

REXALL  DRUG  STORE 

□ 

Telephone  28138 

48  Water  Street  North  Andover 


Compliments  of 


THE  ANDOVER  SAVINGS  BANK 


ANDOVER  NORTH  ANDOVER  METHUEN 
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CRANE  HARDWARE  CO. 

Paints — Household  wares — Glass 
and  Electrical  Supplies 
Telephone  7787 

78  Main  Street  North  Andover 


J.  PHELAN  GROCERIES 


(—'If- 

85  Main  Street 


□ 
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North  Andover 
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FEATURING 


i 

\ .  L  Y  i  * 
^  (l-  "  M/i 

4  hr.ym 


Fried  Clams  French  Fries 

Chicken  Bar-B-Q’s  Pepper  Steaks 
Hot  Dogs 


■M  >  ,/Y 
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Try  some  of  our  FRIED  FISH  served 
with  French  Fries - Large  Order  60c 

■  ■  iV  ■  '  '<>  '  ' 


Chickering  Road 


A- 


North  Andover 
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SERVICE 
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WE  CATER  ANYWHERE  Y-  TQ<  ANY  SI&E  AFFAIR 
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Kenneth  H.  Dobson,  Prop. 
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‘Caterer  of  Distinction 
Den  Rock  Road,  Lawrence 
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402  BROADWAY 


Phone  32427 


LAWRENCE,  MASS. 
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EVERY  HIGH  SCHOOL  GIRL  KNOWS 
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IS  TOPS  FOR  CLOTHES 
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Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers 
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BOSTON  15,  MASSACHUSETTS 
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MEN  AND  WOMEN  ADMITTED  TO  ALL  COURSES 
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College  of  Education 
^College  of  Liberal  Arts 
*  College  of  Engineering 
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*  College  of  Business  Administration 
School  of  Business  ( Evening  Sessions') 
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College  of  Liberal  Arts  ( Evening  Sessions ) 
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ALL  CURRICULA  OFFER  SOUND  EDUCATION  FOR  LIVING 
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AND  FOR  DEVELOPING  PROFESSIONAL  COMPETENCE. 
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Early  in  September 
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To//  cordially  invited  to  visit  the  University 
to  discuss  plans  for  furthering  your  education. 


'  *  7  .  *  \  "  c  •'/ 

7...  7':,;^; 


,  • 


11  CO-OPERATIVE  PLAN 


SCHOLARSHIPS 


SELF-HELP  OPPORTUNITIES 
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FOR  CATALOG  —  MAIL  THIS  COUPON  AT  ONCE 

.  NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY  - 

Director  of  Admissions 

Boston  15,  Massachusetts  1  7 .  ,  •  f1  r  ,1.  ' 

Please  send  me  the  following  catalog.  -  \  .  ^ 
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